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grey
Melissa Reynolds

Ludwig Wittgenstein once said that wisdom is grey, however life
and religion are full of color. I must be very wise then, because my life is
grey. Enough darkness to tint the white, but not enough to moan and cry over.
Enough white to lighten the black, but not enough to call myself ‘good’ or
to zing with joy. I don’t believe in God, have never been religious. I get by.
Neither good nor bad. I’m the average, adequate meal that doesn’t excite the
senses or offer much in the way of hardiness, but hey, at least the belly is full.
Though, if God were to taste me, he’d spit me out because I am lukewarm.
But there is one bright spot. I had a best friend growing up. She was
two years older than me and a typical tomboy. Wild in all ways, she had dark,
waist-long hair that rarely felt a brush, skin tan from being outside all day,
tall and thin. Willing to climb any tree, to give into my crazy ideas, letting me
jump over her on rollerblades, and always wrestling, running, full of energy,
never still. We were always laughing and screaming, loud and obnoxious children, oblivious in our innocence, our only limit our imaginations and dinnertime. My life was nothing but color and a fever pitch of make-believe, daring
acts, tree houses, and water battles.
Then. Then I grew up. I found my stepfather dead of an overdose and
my mom couldn’t stay in the same house. So we moved and moved again. The
last time I saw her, she admitted she liked me, but she was dating an older boy
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down the road and I was too far away. She was shy, reserved, and unlike the
girl I had known. She left early to go see him because she had already made
plans to walk with him and I had dropped in unexpectedly. I couldn’t stand to
see her again. Even when my mom offered to drive me to her house.
I became a man. Had a family of my own. Sunk into the grey of work, responsibility, and of set schedules. My children are grown. My wife gone. And I am
a husk of grey.
So, I return to my old stomping grounds. She has since moved on.
College, husband, children. I don’t know if she thinks of me or if her life also
faded to the grey. Maybe if she was wise. But I walk the park we once ran and
I take in the peace, the green of the place. The trees are huge, ancient beings
that stand watch over their small dominion. Streams crisscross the land, and
I stop to watch the small silver fish flash through dappled sunshine. A laugh
tinkles across the surface of the water and tickles my ear. I look up and my
breath stills in my chest.
A woman, hair long and dark, shot through with shining strands of
silver leans over the rail, dropping bits of bread to the fish. A beam of light
burst through dark clouds and my grey world explodes into a prism of colors
so intense my eyes hurt.She smiles and it is the same one I remember. For an
instant I see her as the girl she was, with wild hair and warm brown eyes. For
an instant, I am a boy again. And I could only have seen her there on the stone
bridge, a dancer wreathed in ghostly blue, because that was the way they wanted me to see her.
Beings of light stand on either side of her, such creatures I thought
could never exist, angels, and they lean with her. She is unaware of them, but
also seems to be one of them. And I know to the core of my being that I had not
befriended a simple girl all those years ago, but a light bringer. Someone who
pulls others from the darkness and illuminates their life with color and happiness without ever being aware of their power. Hard to believe or to picture her
as such, knowing her as I do. Having seen her tears over scrapped knees, they
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her temper when the neighbor called her names, the way she dissolved into a
puddle of laughter over a fart, or the way she liked to shove snow down my
coat collar.
I take a step forward and the angels turn to me. They are here, not to
protect her, but for me. I want to know her again, to hear of her idealistic life,
to laugh at her stories, but fear grips me. I am not ready for the death I am sure
would bring to me. I turn from her and her promise of color and imagination
and life and I run. Run from the color and belief in the mystical and return to
the grey.
I doubt she ever met knew it was me, that she ever saw my face. I
couldn’t stand to see her all those years ago, and today is no different. I shut
away the possibilities of what could have been if things had been different,
what maybe should have been, but when I look down, my hand is wreathed in
a ghostly blue. I press my hand to my heart and the pain is unbearable. Tears
stream down my face and I scrub them away. I have known color, and now that
I remember there’s no going back to grey. The death the angels brought was
not physical, but the end of grey.
I dig around for my cell phone and call my daughter, make plans to
visit her, to eat a rich meal and to listen to her talk of dreams and passions, to
watch her glow. I sit and listen to the trees whisper in the wind, and swear they
are singing.
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